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SPECIAL NOTICE. 
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Brits out the old red cutter, light, 

almost, as a trotting-sulky. Hitch up the 
little bay, the bay that you knew as a colt, that 
you yourself broke in. He has Morgan blood 
in him, and his sire had a record of 2:39% 
when it was something of a distinction to beat 
two-forty. His dam was the first horse your 
father bought for your mother’s use, when he 
had paid off the mortgage on the old place 
after years of honest, wholesome work. Hitch 
up, fora holiday ride. Your hard week is done, 
and She is expecting you, down there in the 
brown house under the hill. Ah, at the gate 
she is, the good girl, not ashamed to show that 
she is looking for you. And now you help her 
in, and tuck the buffalo-robe around the little 
feet on the hot brick, and jump in by her side, 
and gather up the lines, and get his head right 
for the road, and go c/k/—and off you fly. 

* . * 

And now you are skimming down the road, 
and Her cheeks are flushed with the snapping 
air and the excitement of the ride; for the little 
bay is getting down to his work and slipping 
past everything on runners. Good reason why 
he should, too. He has never been chromo- 
lithographed, with a margin-full of pedigree; 
but it took a great deal of sound human stock 
to produce him. He is the product of gener- 
ations of wise, temperate and useful labor. He, 
and his sires before him—they were all well-fed, 
well-trained, well-exercised by men who worked 
for their living as men ought to work—con- 
scientiously, thoughtfully, and for good and 
reasonable ends. It is not strange that their 





horses should be like them, for the horses were 





not only a part of the economy of their lives, 
but sharers of their love and consideration. 
And so that little bay, got by Wisdom out of 
Labor, goes proudly trotting, down the road, 
well ahead of all his fellows—when 2p / there 
is a jingle of strange bells, the b-r-r-r of steel on 
hard snow, and past you flashes a gorgeous 
sleigh, shiny and black, oddly shaped and oddly 
decked, and the sealskin-coated driver turns 
back on you a fat, over-fed, insolent face, and 
smiles at the poor devil who thought that his 
home-bred little bay could beat the great forty- 
thousand-dollar trotter about which all the news- 
papers are talking. 
* . * 


The forty-thousand-dollar horse, good friend, 
bought with money accumulated at that mean 
kind of gambling which uses stocks and shares 
instead of cards and chips, 
the less it is, and dishonest gambling at that. 
This man’s father gambled himself rich, and 
his son is going on, gambling up riches upon 
earth, to be corrupted and to spread corrup- 
tion, to tempt thieves to break through and 
steal, to spread right and left the curse of over- 
grown and illegitimate wealth. Go back, good 
friend, with your old-fashioned red cutter, with 
your little home-bred bay horse, go back with 
the simple girl who is to be your wife and your 
helpmate; go back with your outworn ideas of 
industry and honesty and honor—what place 
have you in this day of gambling monopolists 
—what place have you on this road that is lead- 
ing us ail to the confines of a tyranny worse 
than the tyranny of imperial despotism ? 


* 
* * 


We are in the throes of investigation. When 
the Legislature is sitting at Albany there always 
are investigations, which result in the recon- 
struction of society, and a free and unobstructed 
track for virtue for ever afterward. The report 
of the examinations of the Register and other 
officers of the City Government affords both 


| amusing and instructive reading. The charm 


about the proceedings is the character of the 


Gambling none | ‘ i 
that ‘‘the city was ahead of him,” and that he 





admissions with regard to all monetary matters. 
‘*How much was assessed by ‘Tammany Hall ?” 
was asked by Assemblyman Theodore Roose- 
velt of Register Reilly. After beating about 
the bush, Mr. Reilly said: “‘ We know that the 
profits of the Register’s office are not so great 
as they should be, on account of the expenses.” 


* 
# # 

But Mr. Reilly wouldn’t say whether the 
amount he contributed toward election expenses 
was twenty, thirty, forty, fifty thousand dollars 
or nothing, though he was frank enough to ad- 
mit that it was a handsome sum. Contractor 
Brady, the man who is regulating and grading 


Ninety-fifth Street near Tenth Avenue, New 
York, was examined by the Senate Investigat- 


‘ing Committee; but the information obtained 


from him was not important beyond the fact 


never knew of the existence of “a ring of con- 
tractors”’ in New York. The conclusions to 
be drawn are that city offices are solely for 
the purpose of giving the politicians who fill 
them a good supply of money with which to 
buy votes and consolidate and perpetuate their 
power; that Mr. John Kelly is the arch political 
schemer, and that the way to break up the com- 
bination is to let all the fees go into the City 
Treasury, pay the officers a moderate fixed sal- 
ary, and take away ail the patronage. 
* . * 

The Republicans are not so badly off as the 
Democrats, who have been so long out of office. 
Nevertheless they are not as easy in» mind as 
they would wish. They want an issue, and it is 
not an easy thing to find one. What is to be 
done? The familiar “ blood-stained garment ” 
will not do; it has had its day, and people want 
something that is more exciting. Civil Service 
Reform is also an awkward as we'll as a stale 
subject to handle; so that leading Republican 
politicians are at their wits’ ends to know how 
to act in order to smother the fast-growing ques- 
tion of the Tariff, as raised by the Democrats. 
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REGISTER REVERIES, ° 


No. Il, 
AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER. 
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I am a newspaper man, and the fact confers 
a sort of distinction upon me in our boarding- 
house, except upon Saturday nights. Then there 
is the distinction; but it is a distinction with a 
difference. The difference is generally about 
seven dollars. It is a difference between me 
and my landlady. It is also a difference that 
I have to make up, and the making-up process 
is often wearisome and protracted. 

The distinction, however, on other days is 
quite sufficient to give me the right to speak 
first, when we gather around the register. And 
last night, as I was toasting my feet, and watch- 
ing the bottom peel off the right shoe, I re- 
flected that the last time I had been out in the 
snow I had, so to speak, 


‘* Froze the genial current of my sole,” 


and I remarked, casually: ‘I see they are col- 
lecting funds for a memorial bust of Gray.” 
‘THE LanpLapy.—I don’t remember Mr. 
Gray. Was he the gentleman from Macy’s that 
used to come here to see Mamie ? 
THe LANDLADY’s DAUGHTER.—Oh, ma, how 


can you? He’s a poet. And he’s one of your | 


friends, ain’t he? she went on, turning to me. 

‘Tue Recister.—The only thing that has ever 
stood in the way of a delightful intimacy be- 
tween Mr. Gray and myself is the fact that he 
died some sixty or seventy years before I was 
born. 

THE BoarRpDER WHoM WE Ca. GAITERS.— 
What was Gray’s specialty before he stopped ? 

THe RecisterR.—He was the author of the 
“Elegy in a Country Churchyard.” 

THe BoaRDER WHoM WE CALL GAITERS.— 
I mean, what did he do defore they planted him? 

THE REGISTER. —He wrote: 


«* Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear ’”’— 


and the Register was just going on to remark 
that he wished that some conversational gems 
were born to blush unheard, when he was in- 
terrupted: 

THE Dupe BoarperR.— What’s an Ocean 
Bear? Was Gray in the show business ? 

THe RecisteR.—No. Are you afraid of be- 
ing sent back to your cage? 

THe LanpLtapy.—But what does this Mr. 
Gray want of a memorial bust ? 

THE RecisTER.—That’s just what I should 
like to know. 


though sternly, but I am afraid my tone re- 
vealed the contempt in which I hold a man 
who makes puns, especially my puns,) as every- 
body is aware, Gray is one of the most quoted 
of English poets. Now, if a poet is quoted, he 


is remembered. And if he isn’t quoted, he 


isnt worth remembering. 

I looked triumphantly around; but the Land- 
lady sighed. 

THE LanpLaDy.—You’re quite wrong about 
that, indeed. I had a poet here once, in the 
room Mr, Gaiters has now, and I haven’t for- 





As everybody—except the Dude | 
Boarder—is aware—(I tried to say this kindly, | 





got him yet, and I’m sure he wasn’t worth any- 
thing. 

I let the wounded silence heal over a little, as 
it were, before I proceeded, in a more subdued 
tone: 

THE REGISTER.— What does a dead poet want 
of a memorial bust? As Gray said: 


«* Can storied urn or animated bust 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?” 


And, as I might continue: 


«* Or can the man who never could get trust 
Rejoice in busts that come but after death?” 


The time to do honor to a poet is before the 
poet has melted into his mother earth. ‘The 
same rule applies to me and all other men of 
genius. When | am dead, you will drop a tear 
on my honored grave, you will recall my vir- 
tues, and you will all chip in and get me up a 
monument that will blazon my name to all pos- 
terity and make the fortune of some marble- 
cutter. No, I know you don’t think you will 
now, but you will. And what good will that 
monument do me? ' 

THE BoaRDER WHOM WE CaLL GalTERs,— 
It will keep you down. 

I simply proceeded, after having looked at 
him: 

TueE REGisTER.—Whereas now is the time 
that my genius needs recognition—cash recog- 
nition; never mind the monument over my 
grave, dear friends. Content yourself with the 
simple, sincere and economical tear. Give me 
my monument now, I need a memorial pair 
of trousers and a memorial ulster. ‘These boots 
need to be monumentally half-soled. If you 
want to honor genius, now is your time, It 
would not make much difference to the Dude 
if he were to take me to the confiding tailor 
who clothes him, Gaiters might introduce me 
to the dealer in elephant-skins who has the con- 
tract for covering his feet. Miss Mamie, here, 
might drop the tear I referred to before, and 
the Landlady might make me a small allowance 
of time on my prospective fund of eternal 
glory— 

THE LAnDLApy.—I think you are wandering 
from the subject. And about that little busi- 
ness I wanted to see you about on Saturday 
night, could you make it convenient— 

I could not, and the convention subsided. 





THE LATEST advertising dodge is for an 
actress to purchase her husband a suit of clothes 
and some artificial diamonds, and take him out 
for a walk in the hope that some highwayman 
may jump out of an areaway, grab him and 
bear him triumphantly away. 





HOW IT WAS DONE. 
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The style of microscopic investigations which must 
have been adopted by the Bismarckian examiner who 
found trichine in American pork. 














Puckerings. 
VEGETABLE PILLs—Peas. 


ONE OF our exchanges says that people should 
have plenty of physical exercise to be healthy, 
and in another column says that athletes, es- 
pecially circus-performers, die early. 


No, ADELA, book-agents have not what is 
known as second wind. Prize-fighters have; 
but book-agents have not. ‘They do not need 
it. ‘They never lose their first wind, 


Tuis Is the time of the year that you can 
make yourself solid with a young lady, and give 
her the impression that you are a bond-holder, 
by sending her a box of strawberries occa- 
sionally. 


WHEN THE elevated trains run about every 
two minutes you are always in time to get 
aboard without waiting. It is at the time that 
they run about every fifteen minutes that you 
arrive when the train has just gone so far that 
you can’t get on to save your life. 


ONE OF our exchanges has an advertisement 
headed: “ Blankets Reduced.”” ‘When we want 
to know anything about the reduction of blank- 
ets, however, we do not turn to an advertising 
column, we get our information from a friend 
who lives in a boarding-house—during a cold 
snap. 


“DON’T YOU THINK this steak would make a 
good life-preserver ?”’ inquired a boarder of an- 
other, as he bore down with all his weight on 
the knife-handle to cut off a mouthful. 

“A life-preserver!” exclaimed the other: “not 
much; it would make almost anything but a life- 
preserver.” ee 

A JAPANESE WOMAN dresses her hair once in 
every four days. ‘lhe luxury of hearing one’s 
wife, with the ends of her hair in her teeth, and 
her mouth full of hair-pins, talking about the 
kitchen-boiler in the morning before the mir- 
ror, is never enjoyed by the Japanese husband 
more than twice a week. 


SINCE BASE-BALL clubs, composed of women, 
have become moderately popular, it is said that 
they are to be followed shortly by foot-ball 
teams made up of females. We don’t know 
anything about foot-ball ourselves; but when it 
comes the time to wager money on one of these 
contests, we, if we bet at all, shall unhesitating- 
ly lay our money on the combination that hails 
from Chicago, 


No, WE do not think woman should be allowed 
to vote or take a hand in politics. As soon as 
she is allowed this privilege, she will begin to 
bet hats on elections, and, as women’s hats cost 
anything from twenty to one hundred dollars, 


| it would be rough on the husband who’d have 


to pay for them. ‘This is one reason why we 
do not believe in women voting. Another is 
that they would talk so much on the line about 
Hamburg edging, Charlotte Russe and other 
things, that it wouldn’t give a man a chance to 
collect his thoughts. And then she would plant 
herself in front of the polls, and screen the 
whole business, including the clerk, from view 
with her Gainsborough hat. And, come to 
think of it, we do not think that women will 
ever care so much about voting, because in or- 
der to do it they would have to state their ages, 
and, when challenged, would be oblig, d to own 
up under oath to at least a twenty-one years’ 
sojourn on this gay and festive planet. 
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DESICCATED MULE. 


———=>) =) HE RED-EYED ANTAGONIST 
—— of truth is not found alone 


in the ranks of the news- 
paper phalanx. You run 
up against him in all walks 
of life. He flourishes in 
all professions, and he is 
ready at all times to en- 
tertain. ‘There is quite a 
difference between a mali- 
cious falsehood and the dif- 
ferent shades of parables, 
fables with a moral, Sabbath-school books, newspaper sketches, and 
anecdotes told to entertain. 

A malicious lie is injurious personally. A business lie is a false- 
hood for revenue only. But the yarns that are spun around camp-fires, 
in mining and logging camps, to while away a dull evening, are not 
within the jurisdiction of the criminal code or the home missionary. 

On the train, yesterday, several old lumbermen were telling about 
hard roads and steep hills, engineering skill, and so forth. Finally they 
told about “snubbing” a loaded team down bad hills, and one man 
said: 

“You might ‘snub’ down a cheap hill, but you couldn’t do it on 
our road. We tried it. Couldn’t do athing. Finally we got to build- 
ing snow-sheds and hauling sand. You build a snow-shed that covers 
the grade, then fill the road in with two feet of loose sand, and you’re 
O. K. We did that last winter, and when you drive a four-horse load 
of logs down through them long snow-sheds on bare ground, mind ye, 
and the bobs go plowing through the sand, the sled-shoes will make the 
fire fly so you can read the President’s Message at midnight. 

Then an old man who went to Pike’s Peak during the excitement 
and returned afterward, woke up and yawned two or three times, and 
said they used to have some trouble, a good many years ago, getting 
over the range where the South Park Road now goes over from Chalk 
Creek Canyon through Alpine Tunnel to the Gunnison, 

“We tried ‘snubbing’ and everything we could think of, but it 
was N, G. 

“ Finally we got hold of a new kind of ‘snub’ that worked pretty 
well, We had a long cable made a-purpose, that would reach to the 
foot of the hill from the top, and we'd tie a three-ton load to the end 
at the top of the hill; then we would hitch six mules to the end at the 
foot of the hill, Well, the principle of the thing was, that as the load 
went down on the Gunnison side, it would pull the mules up the oppo- 
site side, tails first.” 

“ How did it work?” 

“ Oh, it worked all right if the mules and the load balanced; but 
one day we put on a light mule named Emma Abbott, and the load got 
a start down the Gunnison side that made that old cable sing. The 
wagon tipped over and concussed a keg of blasting-powder, and that 
obliterated the rest of the goods, ; 

*‘ But the air on the other side was full of mules. 
?em come up that hill! 

“It takes considerable of a - 
crisis to affect the natural re- F 
serve of six mules; but when 
they saw how it was, they back- 
ed up that mountain with great 
enthusiasm, ‘They didn’t touch 
the ground but once in three 
thousand feet, but they struck 
the canopy of heaven several 
times, 

“ When the sky cleared up 
we made a careful inventory of 
the stock, 

“We had a second-hand 
three-inch cable and some des- 
iccated mule. We never went 
to look for the wagon; but when 
the weather got warm, the Coy- 
otes helped us find Emma Ab- 
bott. 

“She was hanging by the 
ear in the crotch of an old hem- 
lock-tree. 

“Life was extinct. 

“We found a few more of 
the mules, but they were frac- 
tional, mn 

“Emma Abbott was the 
only complete mule we found.” 


You ought to seen 


Bit, Nyz, _ . ” i 








CONCERNING BOOKS. 









—_ UST.NOW there are so many new books, as well as 
i reprints of old ones, appearing, day after day, 
| that the average man of business has barely 
+ time to read their titles, much less their con- 
|| tents. It is therefore but natural that many 
[ mistakes should arise among the hard-working 

classes concerning prominent portions of cur- 
; rent literature. So very many good men have 
| made themselves the laughing -stock of their 
more favored brethren by their unsophisticated 
comments on the books of the day, that we 
venture thus briefly to correct a few of.the cur- 
rent mis-impressions, and prevent the over- 
worked mind from appearing more or less pre- 
vious. First, therefore, we would state for the benefit of the simple- 
minded that Oliver Wendell Holmes’s latest work is not “‘lhe Demo- 
crat at the Breakfast-Table.” ‘This title has been unthinkingly con- 
founded with “The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table.”” Had the mind 
that first gave birth to this mistake given serious thought to the matter, 
it would hardly have occurred, for it would have been very apparent 
that were the Democrat made thus immortal at any table, it would have 
been the free lunch table. There is a work now in preparation, not by 
Doctor Holmes, however, entitled, ‘The Tammany Man at the Feast 
of Crow”; also a volume by a prominent Ex of Massachusetts, “ ‘The 
Demagogue at the Demi John.” 

Concerning this same volume, “The Autocrat,” another very nat- 
ural error is to be noticed. It does not consist of the table-talk of 
the late Czar of Russia. This it is not, for a very simple reason. 
The late Czar of Russia never indulged in table-talk, because he never 
sat at the table. His overwhelming fear of finding a glass bomb in his 
oat-meal and nitro-glycerine in his waffles prevented his sitting at the 
breakfast-table. He never sat at dinner, for fear that his dyna-mite dis- 
agree with him, As for tea—tea is so apt to contain poison, you know 
— His Autocracy never indulged. ‘There is, therefore, only one logical 
conclusion—the Czar had no table-talk, The presumption is, that in 
his anxiety to conciliate the Nihilists he ate nothing; or, if he did 
occasionally eat, it was only a nibble off the end of one of his names, 
the pronunciation of which alone would afford him sufficient mastica- 
tion to support life. 

To correct an error which has gained considerably by constant re- 
petition, it is necessary to state that in Mr. Norris’s novel, “No New 
Thing,’ whatever the name would imply, Miss Susan B. Anthony was 
not the person from whom the heroine was modeled. 

One of the greatest sensations of the year in literature has been 
the production of an anonymous novel by Zhe Cen‘ury magazine. We 
refer to ‘‘ The Bread-Winners.”” Suggestions as to its probable author- 
ship have been rife, some crediting it to a Mr. Hay, who must not 
be confounded with a gentleman of a similar name who some years since 
attained considerable local notoriety as the husband of a lady who oc- 
cupied the Presidential chair of the United States. Others have cred- 
ited it to the pen of Mr, Gilder, of Zhe Century, whose name is so sug- 
gestive of his work, as everything he touches in literature turns to gold. 

= Another rumor, confined to that 
~ bourne from whence rejected 
manuscripts are never known to 
return, credits it to the pen of 
Mr. V. Hugo Dusenbury, the 
only gentleman in this country 
on whom has been conferred 
the degree of PP. The au- 
thorship of this book will prob- 
ably long remain a secret; but, 
in closing, we must call attention 
to a glaring error in regard to it. 
A friend of ours once credited 
it to Mr. F. Marion Crawford, 
because the name would imply 
that the scene was laid in the 
yeast. We are certain there is 
no foundation for this rumor, 
for, had Mr. Crawford written 
the book, it would have been 
entitled “‘lhe Tiffin ‘l'akers,” 
or something of a similar de- 


rivation, , 
— J. K. Bancs. 
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PUCK. 





OLD PEOPLE. 





Now and then we run across a column of 
items in our exchanges which, if true, serve to 
show what remarkable things are done by old 
people. 

We have never before touched much on the 
humors of “second dotage,” but as every one 
else is ventilating the subject, Puck has seen fit 
to send his private chaplain out in search of | 
such information as will serve to enlighten his | 
readers, and put him abreast of the age on this | 
particular subject. 

The chaplain’s note-book gives to us the fol- 
lowing interesting paragraphs: 

—Waldo Oldbuck, of Damaricotta, will be 
one hundred and twenty-four years old in April. 
He doesn’t claim to have been personally ac- 
quainted with Washington. 

—Ammidon Lusk, of Brattleboro, Vermont, | 
is ninety-eight years of age. He has smoked and 
chewed since he was fifteen; but he has never 
touched French pastry. 

—Lannigan Bootwell, of Sheboygan, aged 
one hundred and two, recently eloped with his 
coachman’s great-grandmother, Priscilla Blum, 
a gushing specimen of femininity who has seén , 
ninety-four summers, 

—In Oldham, Mass., there is an individual 
named Silas Megplum, who has just completed 
his ninety-seventh year. The other day a pin 
that he swallowed at the age of two came out 
of the calf of his leg. 

— Basil Simpson, of Readfield, Me., has been 
on crutches ever since he was one hundred and 
one years of age. He is now one hundred and 
seven, and has never eaten an olive. ‘The other 
day he was crossing a field when a bull started 
after him, Basil dropped his crutches and ran 
at such a pace that he reached the fence and 
cleared it in safety. 

—Joel Rugg, of Grinder, Pa., is eighty-nine 





| thrust under to fetch him out. 





years old. He chops all his wood, mends his 
shoes and makes his own clothes, Last summer 
he shingled and painted his house, and did all | 
the gardening and other work about the place. | 
He belongs to the local fire-engine company, | 
and frequently arises at two in the morning and | 

runs to a fire with the boys, He has been | 
known on these occasions to carry barrels of 
water up the ladder for the firemen to empty 
on the flames. 

—Jethro Smith is the oldest man in Green- 
field, Mo. He is also the most active. Last 
Thursday he completed his one hundred and 
tenth year. A number of people congregated 





to do him honor, and after a repast, at which 
he demonstrated his great vitality by eating 
and drinking more than any one else in the 
room, he succeeded in out-dancing the whole 
party. ‘Then he offered any man fifty dollars 
who could succeed in standing up before him 
for four three-minute rounds, with soft gloves, 
Marquis of Queensberry rules. ‘lhe ambitious 
young man who made the attempt was artistic- 


_ ally knocked out in precisely ten seconds; and | 


it was refreshing to see the old man take back 
the half-century from the stake-holder and tuck 
it away in his vest. 


—Barbauld Sycamore, of Deerfield, Maine, | 


recently celebrated the ninety-fourth anniver- 
sary of his birth by splitting two cords of wood | 
and building a stone wall. In the afternoon 
the dog went mad and got under the barn, 
where he remained in spite of the rake that was 
Being afraid 
that the dog might get at large and do damage 
if left by himself, old Barbauld crawled under 
the barn on all fours, and, after a desperate 
struggle, brought the beast out alive. ‘The old 
man was unmarked, but the dog lay down on 
the road and surrendered the ghost half-an- 
hour later. 

—Samantha Bishop, of Sogadahoc, is one hun- 
dred and four years of age. She is making a 
“ crazy quilt” to contain something like twenty | 
thousand pieces of silk. She intends to pre- 
sent it to her grandmother, who is now one 
hundred and thirty, on the occasion of her an- 
cient relative’s marriage next month to a man 
of twenty-seven. 





TO A POLICEMAN. 








In fair cham. ers of the sunlit morn, 

Where all the changeful hours are born, 

And bright dreams their natal time adorn— 
Thou clubbest! 


’*Mid splendors of the noontide hour, 

When droopeth every jaded flower, 

And Phoebus reigns in night and power— 
Thou clubbest! 


In silent spaces of the night, 
When stars are twinkling mildly bright, 
And lovers linger in delight— 

Thou clubbest! 


Some day when Time his course hath sped, 
When all the stir of life hath fled, 
And e’en the wreck of worlds is dead— 
They ’Il club thee! 
W. J. HENDERSON. 





THE OUTCOME. 





Well, the Feuardent-Cesnola Trial is over. 

Yes? And how has it come out ? 

Well, about 247 miles from where it started. 

Is Mr, Feuardent sent to prison ? 

No, it was he who brought the suit. 

Oh, I’d forgotten. 

I don’t blame you. Everybody else forgot it 
before the trial was half through. Feuardent 
forgot it, himself, and undertook the burden of 
proof, which rested on the other man. 

Did his counsel forget it, too? 

Why, certainly. Both the counsel forgot them- 
| selves very frequently during the trial. 

But is General Cesnola sent to jail? 

Why, no, his reputation is Restored. 

And has he proved his military title? 

Oh, well, that is dealing with glittering gener- 
alities. 

And how about the statues ? 

They are Disintegrated. 

What is plain English for Disintegrated ? 

Ask the Jury. 

What will the Jury tell me? 

That it means talked to death. 

Well, were the statues found guilty ? 

Guilty of what? 

Guilty of Cesnola. 

No, and it would have been a bad day for 
' Cesnola if he had been found guilty of those 
statues. 

Why? 

Because they are just about pretty enough to 
strike a celluloid god dumb. 

Well, what has the trial proved ? 

Well— 

Well? 

Well, it is just about a stand-off between 
Choate and Bangs for science and strength, 
according to the Lord Chesterfield rules of 
the legal prize-ring. We will call it a draw. 

Thank you for all your pleasant information. 
Now we will go around the corner and see the 
Priest with the Patera, and he will weave us a 
cocktail apiece. 


| 














Now BLow all the lush crimson roses 
In every flower-man’s shop, 

As red as political noses 
You see at reception or hop, 

And the dude buys several bunches 
To gladden fair Gwendolen’s eye, 

And then for a fortnight he lunches 

On pie. 








THE ENLARGEMENT OF WOMAN'S SPHERE. 
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“ONCE MORE UNTO THE BREACH.” 


Our British E. C. Punch once published an illustration 
representing the interior of a room in a London cheap 
and fragile suburban villa, with one wall of the apart- 
ment a heap of ruins. The tenant points it out to the 
builder, and demands an explanation. 

«‘I think some one must have been leaning agin it,”’ 
says the builder. 

The same delicious naiveté characterizes our imperturb- 
able friend, the astute superintendent, Colonel Hain, 
who has so long been identified with the Elevated Rail- 


roads, Last week there were four or five collisions on 





the roads, although by singularly good luck, and not by | 


reason of Colonel Hain’s precautions, nobody was killed. 


When the noble warrior was questioned as to the cause 


of the disasters, he said, promptly: 


*¢ Dear me—ah, yes- collisions. They were due to the | 


fog, you know. It was the densest I have ever known. 


The engineers could not see the block signals until right | 


abreast of them. They could not help it, under the cir- 
cumstances.” 

It would’ be interesting to know what Colonel Hain 
means by a * block signal.” Perhaps it is one of his won- 
derful inventions mentioned a few years ago, similar to 
the gong, gun and peanut-shooter preventives on which 
he discoursed so eloquently. 

We are blessed with a particularly good memory— 
perhaps too good to suit the Elevated roads. There have 
been numerous collisions when there has been no fog, 
and all of them were caused by the criminal neglect of 
the company to do that which is absolutely necessary for 
safe travel on these roads, viz., to adopt the block sys- 
tem. 


It is petty and disingenuous for Colonel Hain to talk | 


What is the use ot a block sig- 
nal that won’t block when it is most wanted? 
cuses that he makes are positively beautiful. 
ald reporter asked: 

«‘Have you no special danger signals for such foggy 
days as these?” 

«* Oh, yes; we always run trains under a system of 


about block signals. 
The ex- 


The Her- 


block signals in foggy weather.” 

*¢ Were they in use this morning?” 

«* They were, sir,” 

And they were of great use, were they not, consider- 
ing that about half-a-dozen collisions took place in spite 
of them! 

We do not think that Colonel Hain is entirely to blame. 
He is paid a salary for doing the work of his monopolist 
masters, and the presumption is that he can not do as he 
pleases without running the risk of losing his position, 
which might be awkward and uncomfortable for him. 
But the mean and selfish monopolists who have taken 
possession of the public streets, and have ** watered ” the 
stock to make the public believe that they, the capitalists, 
are losing money on the investment, should be brought 
to book at once. 

A year or two ago a member of the Assembly intro- 





duced a bill to compel the Elevated roads to adopt the | 


only safe system—the block system. 
stating what this is; but here it is again: 


We are wearied of 


No train shall leave a station until the train preceding 


it has left the station ahead, 

An accident by collision would be simply impossible 
with such a plan. It is in use on the Metropolitan Un- 
derground Railways of London, where there has never 
been a collision, and yet the train-running on the New 
York roads is mere child’s-play compared with the mighty 
passenger traffic of London. It is through parsimonious- 
ness and a reckless disregard for human life that the Ele- 
vated roads continue to dispatch trains on the happy-go- 
lucky principle, whereby no passenger can be certain of 
reaching his destination in safety— especially if there 
should happen to be a fog. 

By the expenditure of a few thousand dollars a year 
there would be no more danger in running « I.” trains 
in a fog than when the atmosphere was as clear as crystal. 
The engineer would know for a certainty that the track 
to the point he was making for was perfectly clear. We 
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do not expect to see an immediate adoption of the indis- 
pensable block system. So long as the roads have so 
plausible and suave a talker as Colonel Hain, who treats 
all these accidents so airily and lightly, things will re- 
main very much as they are. Perhaps one of these fine 
days there will be what the Hera/d would call a ‘ holo- 
caust,” and then we may hear no more of Colonel Hain, 
but a great deal of the block system. 

This is a political year, and numbers of ambitious poli- 
ticians are on the look-out tor subjects out of which politi- 
cal capital may be manufactured. Let them take up the 
block system and the management of the Elevated Rail- 
roads, and they will be remembered substantially by the 
people. 
ten cents; that is comparatively unimportant. 
fect safety for passengers that must first be secured. 


It is per- 








THE GOOSE HANGS HIGH. 


In Hung-ary this wretch was hung, and 
on the gallows found; for in saloons, 
when he was young, he ’d always hang 


around. And when 

he lear ned, alas, 

to love th’ intox- 

* + icat ing cup, 
ceo ay upon the - slate 
e V i which hung a- 
" ‘ bove he ’d al- 
= 2 ways hang it 
..* up. He got 


the hang of 
**Gosh hang 
and hang 
in quite a 


a. 


swearing, too. 
it!’’ he would say, 
his cap up, eying you 


hang- dog way. A_hang- er-on he 
grew to be. His hang- kerchief 
was red, and if you met him 
you would see him try to hang 
his head. One night — this hungry, 
han gry wretch his gra ndmother 
did slay, because she did not run 
mn to fetch his din mn ner right 
away. Insan ty, and 

self-de fense in vain 

his law yers pl ead, for 

when was in the _ evi- 

dence, his li fe hung 

by a __ thread, Thus he 

who took a drop too 

much _ in life, took one 

in death which was so fi’ry 

that its tou ch ju st took 
away his 

breath. 


May all the wick- 

ed men who kill, 

and to the next world go, 

find that a hangman with 

his skill gives them their necks twirled low. 
H. C. Dovce. 








Never mind whether the fare is five cents or | 


, them, then? 


Answers for the Anrious, 
Rejected articles, ill-writ,, mis-spelt, 
Are not returned by Puck or Um die Welt, 

W. Davies.—Yes. 

P. Q. R.—We can stand some more. 

CALLAKOO.—It is weird but pleasing, like a pretty 
girl with a glass eye. 

T. R. S.—It’s a remarkably good piece of work, as 
far as we can make out; but if you could hold your Muse 
in for a bit, while you learn to write, it would be a keen 
satisfaction to us. Your handwriting is simply delirious, 

Gus.,—Are all the poems we receive so bad that we 
have to vitriol them here? Don’t we ever get good 
poems? Yes, Gus, we do. Plenty. Why don’t we print 
Because, Gus—we don’t mind giving it 


| away to you— because we have a contract with Mr. Al- 





fred Tennyson, who isn’t writing easily just at present, 
to supply him with those seven-guinea-a-line works of 
genius of his, and we can’t fill the demand all alone by 
ourselves. But we are afraid that we shan’t make our 
regular commission of six shillings and sixpence on your 


poem, Gustavus Augustus. 





BELOW THE HILL, where the upland melts suddenly 
into the rest of the landscape, like a section of old boot 
into a mince-pie, lies the town of Three Aces, nestling 
quietly within sound of the roaring Carquidado, 

Fair and calm shone the golden sun of Colorado upon 
Three Aces, as fair and calm as if its beams rested upon 


a metropolis of meeting-houses, instead of a concatena- 


| tion of seventeen miners’ cabins, three saloons and eleven 


faro-banks. 


Just where the prolific sage-bush spread a balsamic 


| odor through all the air, as though a gigantic bottle of 


hair-tonic had been broken on the ambient atmosphere; 
far out beyond the outskirts of the thriving commercial 
emporium introduced to my indulgent readers’ notice in 
the last paragraph, walked Tin Gong, Chinaman, laun- 
dryman, and nurse to the family of Lord Peto Smith, of 
England, temporarily sojourning in Three Aces for the 
benefit of his health and his mining shares, 

The continuation of this soul-thrilling romance of the 
Far West will be found in the pages of that unique and 


highly entertaining volume known as PuCK’s ANNUAL 


| for 1884, which also contains many other stories and 


; Crs. 


poems, now given to the public for the first time. To 
the student we can cheerfully recommend Puck’s AN- 
NUAL for 1884, on account of its illustrated dictionary, 
which is admitted on all sides to be about as hilarious a 
dictionary as can be found anywhere. Of all news-deal- 


Price 25 cents.— Adz. 
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NG ON THE ROAD. 


























HIS AILMENT. | 





An aged man was parading up and down 
one of the wharves on the North River, the 
other day, looking as though a good meal would 
not affect him disastrously. ‘The wind was blow- 
ing pretty hard, and the old man found it 
rather difficult to stand up on his crutches, al- 
though each of them had a spike in the end 
as a protection against ice, banana-skins, and 
other impulsive things that beset the path of | 
man. 

One of his legs shot backward from the knee, 
and seemed to remain in that position all the 
time. 
‘The foot of his game-leg was wrapped in | 
flannel, and around the flannel about fifty yards 
of cord were wound to keep it on all right. 

After he had seated himself on a bale, a car- 
man ap} roached him and said: 

“How ’s your foot to-day ?”” 

“ First-rate,’’ replied the old man. 

“Don’t you find it hard to get along on 
crutches ?”? inquired the carman. 

“Not at all,’ replied the old man: “not at 
all. You see, when a man walks all day on his 
feet he becomes foot-sore.”’ 

“Yes.” 

“ But when a man walks all day on one foot 
and his crutches, he can only tire one foot. 
The fatigue that would naturally accrue to the 
other goes into the crutches. Consequently I 
am never foot-sore.”’ 

“Did you have your leg hurt in the war?” 
inquired the carman. 

“ Not much,” replied the old cripple: “I 
wasn’t in the war at all; I lived in Canada dur- 
ing the war.” 

“ How long have you been on crutches?” 

“ About three months,” 

“T had an idea you were lame all your life,’’ 
said the carman. 

“Oh, no; it is only recent.” 

“ Rheumatism ?” 

“No.” 

“Crushed on a railroad train?” 

‘“ No.” 

“‘ Slipped down on a slippery walk ?” 

“Wrong again,”’ replied the lame man, as he 
looked dreamily across the river, and followed 
with his eye the sea-gulls that floated happily 
along the sky on the dead-wing. 

The carman looked at him curiously, Then 
he repeated: 

“ Haven’t been lame for life? Haven’t rheu- 
matism? Haven’t been crushed on a railroad ? 
Haven’t slipped down on the deadly banana- 
skin or slippery walk ?” 

“ None of those, sir; none of those,”’ respond- 
ed the lame man. 

“Did you break your leg in a foot-ball 
match ?” 

“No,” 


| omy.” 





“ Did you ever get tangled up in the machin- 
ery of a mill?” 

“ Never worked in a mill,’ replied the lame | 
man, as he made dreamy designs on the ground 
with the end of one of his crutches. 

After a moment’s silence the carman’s curi- | 
osity got the better of him again. ‘There was | 
quite a line of drays ahead of him, and it would 
be a long while before he could deliver his load | 
and get a receipt. So he turned again to the | 
old man on the bale, and inquired: 

“Did you ever fall down a hatchway ?” 

«‘ No, sir.”’ 

‘Then the carman braced himself for the final 
effort, and said: 

“'Then how did you hurt your leg ?”’ 

“Who said I hurt my leg ?” 

“ Well, didn’t you hurt your leg ?”” asked the 
carman, 

“Did I say I hurt my leg??? demanded the 
old man. 

““ No.,”? 





“Then what are you talking about ?”’ queried 
the cripple. 

“ Your leg.” 

“What are you asking about my leg?” in- 
quired the man on crutches, 

“ How you hurt it.” 

“I didn’t hurt it at all.” 

“ You didn’t ?”? inquired the carman in tones 
that betokened his great surprise. 

“ta.” . 

“Then what is the matter with it ?” 

‘*« Nothing.” 

“Why do you tie flannel around it, then?” 

“ ‘To keep it warm,” responded the lame man 
with crutches, 

“Couldn’t you keep it warm by a stove ?” 

“Yes, but I couldn’t carry a stove around 
with me; besides, I haven’t got one to carry 
around.,”” 

“Then you are not lame at all ?”’ 

“ Not at all.” 

“Then why do you go on crutches?” 

“Because | am impecunious.” 

The carman seemed puzzled. Seeing his be- 
wilderment, the man on crutches explained: 

“You see 1 am hard up.” 

“Ta” 

“ Therefore 1 am obliged to resort to econ- 


“Te.” 

“So I purchase one pair of shoes,” 

a a 

“ And they are neither rights nor lefts.”’ 

“Ne.” 

“Therefore I can wear either shoe on either 
foot.” 

“1 sce.” 

“So I wear one shoe, and go on crutches to 
keep the other shoenew. It is merely economy. 
At this rate one pair of shoes, worn one at a 
time, will last me twice as long as a pair worn 
at once. Sometimes I go lame in the right leg, 
sometimes in the left, for a change. I never 
wear more than one shoe at atime. But I ex- 
pect to get employment soon, and when I get 
it I shall hang my crutches up, and walk around 
on my feet like an aristocrat, and put on lots 
of style.” 

And then the carman drove on a little way, 
and left the old economist designing quaint 
and dainty intaglios in the sand. 

R. K. MuNnkKITTRICK, 








THE WORLD OF SOCIETY. 


Mr. Jem Blackpeeper, the Bayard of society 


| pugilists, announces a knocking-out (Marquis 


of Queensberry) cotillon. Gloves will be con- 
sidered de rigueur. 

Mrs. Minzenheimer, of Tompkins Square, who 
has spacious apartments on the ninth floor of 
an apartment-house, finished her week’s wash- 
ing and ironing last Monday. 

Miss Mamie Gunter will receive guests daily 
at the glove counter at Facy’s notion-store. No 
trouble to show goods, of which a large stock 
has recently been landed. We are informed 
that prices have been reduced, 

Mrs. Brushandbroom, the accomplished wife 
of a distinguished gin-miller on Avenue A, gave 
a reception last night. 
affair, and many of the guests were provided 
with lodgings in the neighboring police-stations, 

Mr. Moses Levy Smith Cohen, the well-known 
merchant, has secured a business-stand near the 
Herald office. His tray is of pure mahogany, 
and his collar-buttons are said to be of superior 
bone. Some of them were in the loan collection. 

Mr. Patrick McGuffin, of the Boulevard, chro- 
moed the dexter optic of Mr. Mike O’Shaugh- 
nessy a few days ago. ‘The origin of the dis- 
pute was as to the pronunciation of the name 
Petropaulovski. The fracas has occasioned the 
most profound excitement in the highest Mile- 
sian circles, 

Mr. Bill Sykes, late or Sing Sing, and wife 
will be at home all next week. ‘They could 
not very well be out until their bruises are bet- 
ter. Feeling thirsty, they visited a bucket-shop, 
and after remaining there an hour, discovered, 
to their chagrin, that they had been imbibing 
whiskey instead of water. Arguments followed 
with three-legged stools and goblets, which re- 
sulted in the temporary retirement of Mr. and 
Mrs. Sykes from society. 

Miss Evie Van Chucknickel, whose pa for- 
merly kept a grocery-store, is quite a belle. So 
all her ladi-and-genlmn-frens seem to think. 
The Recording Secretary of the Talma-Ros- 
cius Amateur Dramatic Society of Peddleville 
reports that he knows a high-toned gentleman 
who knows another man who knows a fellow 
who is acquainted with the second steward on 
board a Boston ocean steamer, who says that 
the Prince of Wales is dying to see her portrait. 
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SOME ADVICE. 


(Discursively Given.) 


Dear son, you tell us that the sole ambition 
of your young life is to write for the magazines; 
that for blissful hours you have sat still and en- 
veloped your charming hopes in a dream of 
the bright splendor which is attained by the 
winner of literary distinction; that you have 
noted the respect—almost veneration—which 
is accorded by the illiterate to him who has 
passed through the troublous Waste-basket De- 
gree and mounted to the Chair of Parnassus; 
and that you have fondly wondered what She 
would say—if She would waken to the truth of 
your misery, suffering, feverish days, and nights 
of insomnia on her dear account, did She, in 
languidly dallying with the leaves of her favor- 
ite monthly, come suddenly upon your name 
attached to the last cooing couplet of a pretty 
sonnet. Your face discloses the visible signs of 
utter distress and perplexity, and, almost des- 
pairingly, you come to us for advice. 

We are old. We have drifted on the little 
gathering waves of years that float steadily on 
until they melt successively into that great 
“white-cap”’ known as old age. “Age” and 
“experience” should be paronymes. Could it 
for a second be supposed that you would heed 
the lesson, we would show to you how far man- 
lier it is to live a strong, contented life of un- 
known happiness than to count yourself with 
the men who daub their fingers in ink and are 
called famous. 

We would show to you the poor, impractical 
poet in an upper back room of a tenement 
house, cleansing his only shirt in a wash-basin; 
show you the introspective novelist of the mod- 
ern American school trying to “raise fifty cents 
on an old liver-colored overcoat; show you the 
magazinist who writes appreciatively of “ Life 
in Samoa,” or of “A Summer in Kokomo,’ 
repairing the inside of his yellow and cracked 


celluloid collar with a canceled postage-stamp. | 


But how few literary aspirants listen to the 
teachings of wisdom—alas, how few! 

You tell us it is to verse that you have es- 
sayed to give your faltering hand. But some 


timidly prophetic sensation benumbs and stays | 
the touch that would seal the envelope and con- | 


sign to the letter-box the fruit of your weary 
lucubrations. Fear tells you that under the ed- 
itorial table of De Suwyer’s Monthly is a basket 
with a mouth as wide as the smile of the tam- 
bourine-spinner of a negro- minstrel troupe. 
Oh, poor son, well may you be abashed at the 
thought, when to it is appended the oft-cited 
fact that Whooper’s Magazine has enough of ac- 
cepted literature pigeon-holed for future use to 
run the periodical a whole year. 

It would’be better for you could your ambition 
take a gentle drop-down to the level of the col- 
umns of the East Glenwood Xylophone, and 
from that point work gradually skyward until 
Fame and a complimentary ticket to a walking- 
match are yours. A humble beginning often 
“‘ paves the way” to large results. The inventor 
of a patent suspender-button acquires affluence, 
while the man who takes out a patent on a two- 
hundred-feet span for a railroad bridge gets into 
the clutches of railroad lawyers, and becomes 
as poor as French mixed candy at thirteen cents 
per pound. 

That mere local or provincial fame has its 
sweets to men is evidenced by the sorrowful 
fact that some persons will subscribe twenty- 


five cents to a charitable fund only on condi- } 


tion that the list be published in their home 
newspaper. ‘Too much joy at one draught has 
been known to kill. Would it not be safer to 


gratify your all-consuming thirst by modestly | 


starting the New Year’s Address of the above- 
spoken-of enterprising journal in this original 
style: 


THE SOONER 





, 


= 


= 


‘ 
‘ 
/ 
‘ 
/ 
‘ 








of ye to de for Ireland.” 








Listen to the Xylophone all the live-long day; 
How like billows on its tone slip the hours away! 
than to find, environed by fifty-for-ten-cents 
card advertisements in the “'Tea-Table Talk” 
section of the Zvery Afonday your quatrain, en- 


| titled: 
HER PHOTOGRAPH. 
One round soft arm clasping in amorous turn 
Her poodle’s neck, she leans upon a log; 
Sweet, pitying Venus, how my temples burn— 
Would I had been the dog! 
' You do not think so? Then, dear, though mis- 
| guided son, we can only murmur to you the 
pass-word of the “Coal-Dealers’ Society for the 
| Employment of Obese Drivers.”’ It is, ‘“‘ Weighed 
in.” And it is safe to assume that: 
If you don’t win, 
You wow’? win. 

As to the particular styles of poesy you should 
affect, the subjects, ideas, etc., you may use your 
own sweet preference. Many, oh, very many 
of the magazine poems are sufficiently bad to 
be on a Congressional Investigating Commit- 

‘tee. It isn’t more than three years since one 
' “monthly” published a purring little piece of 
rhythm which was an innocent play upon that 
paledzoic guy, “What Did Io Die of? Iodide 
of Potassium.” And the gentleman who wrote 
it enjoyed the thrilling distinction of uncom- 
plimentary mention in several of our humorous 
papers. 
| Observers claim that among the youth of 
our country melancholy is steadily increasing. 
Whether or not this is caused by the propor- 
tionate increase of that robbery known as the 
church social they fail to say. But they feel 
sure that in the fact of this tendency to sorrow- 
| ful brooding lies the taste for the funereal poe- 
| try which so often decorates the pages of our 
| magazines, If you feel like trying the morbid 











| 





THE BETTER. 


ANY {}1) 


Coox.—* Help Ireland, is it? Begorra, the best way to help Ireland wud be for you an’ the likes 








racket, start out with some such delirium as 
this: 
Damp the deep dims, this summer night, O rain, 
And, in the music-gush of thy slow fall, 
Wash from my tired heart its passion-pain, 
Sobbing to sleep these eyes till robins call. 


Some ribald journalist may parodize your 
production. But you must reflect philosophi- 
cally that the coo of a dove is far sweeter than 
the roar of a jackass, just as the above specimen 
is, as it were, more glucose than this: 

Gash the fair ham, this winter day, Jane Ann, 
And to the lusty-gush of its smart hiss 

I’}l bend my tiny auricle—O man! 
How sleepy-sweet experience is like this! 

Have you taken note of a certain species of 
poetic analogy which is much used, lately? 
Many have tried it, and with good success, not- 
ably Howells and T. B. Aldrich. An illustra- 
tion of the normal or ordinary type of this style 
may be formed by taking two gooseberries— 
one green, one ripe—and threading them in 
proximity upon a fine silken cord. The green 
gooseberry represents the first fact, the ripe 
gooseberry the second fact, and the silk line 
furnishes the analogy between tl.ese two facts. 
The following will give you a fair comprehen- 
sion of the method: 

SECRETED. 
Down in the deep wild grottos of the sea 
Lie golden gems sea-hid from Sol’s great beam; 
Through all the hastening years of woe and glee 
They never show their gleam. 


Down in the deep wild grottos of her heart 
Lies one gold gem pride-bound about—above; 

Through all the bitter night I moan and start— 
She never shows her love, 


The other type—the extreme or abnormal— 
is as wild as a manager over the receipts of a 
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-—the audacious Keppler, the portentous 
Gillam, the graceful Graetz, and the ir- 
repressible Opper; the funny Vallentine, 
the ingenuous Munkittrick, and the.fertile 
and judicious Bunner. Long may they 
wave!—W. Y. Sun. 

If anything can be funnier than the text 
in Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884, it is the pic- 
tures. Each successive page wheels into 
a mad procession of merriment, wherein 


| ten-dollar house. Reading one 
verse and then the other is like go- A DELICATE DISTINCTION. 
ing from the pure lines of George “alt 
, Wh {lt h "a ' 

Herbert to the coarse grossness of lila th i iid | 
the erratic Earl of Rochester. An ir \ \ bil 
offered reward would doubtless fail i | | TAT ee 

an 








to solve the mystery that dwells in ! 
this kind of poetic mud. The first 
verse is a fire in Nova Zembla— 














the second a fatal ice-gorge at 
the Cape of Good Hope; and, to 
crown all, the ocean cable, which 
should serve to make these calam- 
ities known and understood by the 
world, is broken. Here is an ex- 
ample: 
{n a dark, shape-shorn night of long ago, 
A faint fair woman quivered down a 
street, 
Striving to dodge her own soul’s ghoul of 
woe— 
Affronted with the sins she quailed to 
meet. 


In the fleet-footed light of yesterday 
A man slipped sadly over on his back, 
And when they wafted him from where 
he lay, 
*Twas in the pink interior of a ‘hack. 


Ah, well, dear son, space, like 
the amount of wealth in a poet’s 
pocket, is limited, and the Chief 
has that well-known “ take-a-drop- 
to-yourself’’ expression on his face. 
let us beg of you to send us a copy of your first 
magazine triumph, bracketed (of course) with 
blue pencil lines. Meanwhile we shall put in 
the meagre few of our remaining years waiting 
to receive ocular evidence of your coming glory. 

Epwarp WICK. 











A FRENCH paper is authority for the state- 
ment that, at.a banquet of a medical society in 
Paris, the toast was drunk: “To the restoration 
to health of our many patients.” ‘This would 
have been charitable enough, especially in a 
doctor, if it had not been followed by a speech 
from a young medico, who hoped that, while 
the sick who sought their services might get 
well, a brilliant future of complicated diseases, 
endemics and epidemics might await the skil- 
ful hand of the rising physician. 

“I trust,’ hesaid in conclusion: “that before 
we meet again, all of us may have battled with 
small-pox, cholera and fevers of the most malig- 
nant type among the wealthiest families of 
France.”’ 

The guests then made an autopsy of several 
more bottles of champagne, and retired after 
listening to a paper on “ How to encourage the 
escape of sewer-gas in bedrooms.’’—San Fran- 
cisco News-Letter. 

THERE are some beasts so savage that even 
music fails to charm them, A young wife was 
recently reading an advertisement which in- 
formed an admiring world that “a complete 
piece” of music could be purchased for five 
cents. 

“There,” said she: “for the money that you 
pay for one drink of whiskey, you could buy 
me three nice pieces of music. It’s perfectly 
outrageous.” 

“I think so, too,” was the rejoinder: “they'd 
better lower the price of whiskey and double 
the price of music, and then a man could get 
some quiet and comfort out of life.””—eynore. 


THE New Haven Palladium says that “ Mayor 
Low of Brooklyn quietly celebrated his thirty- 
fourth birthday one day last week.”’ Yes; we 
have noticed that a man doesn’t generally make 
much of a stir on acquiring a new birthday un- 
til he has arrived at an age when his gray hairs 
protect him from any interference in his at- 
tempts at enjoying himself by retailing remi- 
niscences.—Lowell Citizen, 


Therefore 


ch 


t 


| His social standing ’s low, his family ’s low. 








| You must be certain, pet, to answer ‘ No.’ 
- He’s not worth loving.” —‘“And I love him so.” 





Boy,—** It wasn’t me hit you, sir!” 
OFFICER.—‘* Go on, then!” 
Boy.—*‘ Ha! ha! it was the snow-ball!” 


Keppler, Opper, Gillam, Graetz, Wales 
and their artistic brethren have fairly ex- 
celled themselves. As for the poems, the 
romances, the jokes, are they not the work 
of the jovial Bunner, who, as V. Hugo 
Dusenbury, has won a deathless roll in 
the niche of fame; of Munkittrick and 
Van Santvoord and Vallentine, and many 
another lively cynic?—V. Y. Zribune. 
That charmingly witty little gentleman 
who presides over the establishment of 
Keppler & Schwarzmann in New York 
must bear a charmed life, for nothing but 
brilliant success attends any enterprise in 
which he may engage. The paper which 
bears his name leads the humorous jour- 
nals of the world, and Puck is rapidly 
supplanting Punch even upon the latter’s 
own soil. And especially welcome has 
been the little gentleman when he has 
dashed in among the household ‘on 
wheels.” But for rich humor and enter- 
tainment the little joker has seemed to 
surpass all his other efforts in PUCK’s AN- 
NUAL for 1884. The pages are illumined 
by the combined genius of J. Keppler, F. 








LOGIC, 
I, HER RESPECTABLE PAPA’S, 
“ My dear, be sensible! Upon my word, 
This—for a woman, even—is absurd. 

His income ’s not a hundred pounds, I know. 
He’s not worth loving.’’—“ But I love him so.” 
Il. HER MOTHER’S. 

* You silly child, he is well made and tall; 
But looks are far from being all in all. 


He’s not worth loving.” —“‘And I love him so.” 
Ill, HER ETERNAL FRIEND’S. 

“Is that he picking up the fallen fan? 

My dear! he’s such an ugly, awkward man! 


IV. HER BROTHER’S. 
“ By Jove! were I a girl—through horrid hap— 
I wouldn’t have a milk-and-water chap. 





The man has not a single spark of ‘ go.’ 
He’s not worth loving.” —* Yet I love him so; 
Vv. HER OWN. 
And were he everything to which I’ve listened; | 
Though he were ugly, awkward, (and he isn’t,) 
Poor, lowly-born, and destitute of ‘ go,’ 
He zs worth loving, for I love him so.” 
—Chambers’s Journal, 
WHILE scattering a few crumbs for the spar- 
rows, this severe weather, don’t forget to throw 
out a lot of old tomato-cans, barrel-hoops and 
cast-off shoes for the poor goat, which has as 
much right to live as the imported feather bi- 
ped.—Norristvwn Herald. 


BEN BuTLeR says he shall make a square fight 
for the Presidential nomination, and if defeated, 
will go out of politics for ever. We do not see 
why a man who has been stepped on by an | 
elephant should insist on being run over by a 
freight-train.— Zexas Siftings. 

Every cloud has a silver lining; but it is not 
so with solid silver water-pitchers. They are 
nickel-plated.—Mew Orleans Picayune. 





“TWAS EVER THUS.” 


It appears that the regular numbers of Puck can not | 
safely contain all the humor which the establishment of | 
our esteémed contemporary produces. The immense ' 
surplus is unloaded at intervals in pamphlets, almanacs, ' 
annuals, bicycle, statistical, fast day and patent-medicine 
supplements, all to the joy of the community. Puck’s 
ANNUAL for 1884 is of this nature. Here they are again 


| flavor and the fragrance. 
; and the tonic cleanlier and safer. 


Opper, B. Gillam, Graetz, Wales, Zim- 
merman, Schliessmann and Schlittgen, and the numer- 
ous contributors are among the best humorous writers. 
The twelve pages devoted to the calendar are uniquely 
illustrated and poetized. ‘* Puck’s Dynamited Diction- 
ary ” occupies twelve pages with a perfect racket. The 
novel, «* Helen the Hustler,” of genuine, solid, good old 
society, dug up by Dr. Schliemann on the site of Troy, 
N. Y., and properly restored, is a very rich travesty on 
the heroine of Homer. The 120 pages of this ANNUAL 
are literally crowded with the best of entertainment.— 
Boston Home Fournal. 


An ANNUAL TREAT.—Another one of those side-split- 


| ting, button - flying, tear -destroying, mirth - provoking, 


twenty-five-cent volumes has been issued, which bears 
with dignified grace the title of PucK’s ANNUAL. The 
public has become so accustomed to this annual ‘feast 
of reason and flow of soul” that it would become quite 
bilious without it. The pictures, we really believe, 
would provoke a smile from a deacon at a church socia- 
ble, and the reading matter would make a humorous 
writer shake like a Jersey doctor with the chills.— Yon- 
ker’s Statesman. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1884 contains the usual amount 
of sense and nonsense, in which the Standard humorists 
vie with each other in an effort to bull the button market. 
One of the funniest things is Captain Mandeville Blo- 


| gun’s truly tragic novel, entitled, ‘* The Babe of Bald- 


Head Canyon,” for which Opper furnishes all the illustra- 
tions. Another most clever caricature on human nature 
is ‘¢ Banford’s Burglar Alarm, and How it Worked.”— 


| Syracuse Herald. 


It is well known that when Keppler & Schwarzmann 
started Puck they struck, so to say, oil. It is the only 
successful comic paper we have ever had in this country, 
and it is worthy of its success. Before us we have a 
new effort of these bright and enterprising publishers. It 
is PuCK’s ANNUAL, and when we say it is worlhy of the 
house that sends it forth, we could not give it more com- 
mendation.— Washington Sunday Advertiser. 

Puck’s ANNUAL is out. It is full of bright sketches, 
humorous verses and laughable features. It is a capital 
cure for dyspepsia.—Mew York Mail and Express, 





—Pipe smoking is the real test of a tobacco. It is the 
regal way of smoking. You get more directly at the 
You take the smoke cooler, 
Pipe smoking is 
smoking reduced to a fine art. As to the pipe, suit your 
fancy. As to the tobacco you will never know the en- 
chantment of a perfect smoke till you try a package of 
Blackwell’s Durham Long Cut. 





Lundborge’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
undborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
undborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 




















Sweet Bovgvet cigarettes eclipse all others in delicacy and purity: 
Try them and judge for yourself. 





It is a memorable day when a man is suffering with 
the Piles, buys a box of Swayne’s Ointment and is cured. 


PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1884. 
With Over 140 Illustrations. Price Twenty-five Cents. 
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STIMULANT 
INSIDE AND QUT! 


In Cases of Colic or Cramp 
caused by imprudence in eating 
or by cold, a teaspoonful or 
two of “BROWN’S GINGER” 
in a little hot water will carry 
comfort to the sufferer, and when 
the prompt effect of a MUSTARD 
PLASTER is needed, a flannel 
| wet thoroughly with “BROWN’S 
| GINGER” will warm the surface 
|| of the person well and do no 
harm. 

Ask for the GENUINE (Origi- 
nal) Old-Fashioned, Fred. Brown’s 
| Essence of Jamaica Ginger. 


REMEMBER! 
FREDERICK RROWN'S, 


| PHILADELPHIA. 






































| CQ WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, 

| STERLING SILVERWARE, 

PLATEDWARE and 
OPTICAL GOODS 





Prices Low, Quatity CorrRgcT, AND 
AssORTMENT LarGe. 
Save money by leaving orders with 


~  PACHTMANN & MOELICH 


363 CANAL STREET, NEW YORK. 


| Price List FREE. EsTABLISHED 1838. 


SEASONABLE 
WINTER-WEIGHT SUITINGS, 
TROUSERINGS AND OVERCOATINGS. 

pase> Fine Custom Tailoring. “ga 


NICOLL,“the Tailor” 


| S2o pecs Apert apr S2co. 
| 139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and SgLP-MEASUREMENT chart mailed on application. 
| BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 











STRIKING AN ATTITUDE. 


A sallow-complexioned old lady, accompa- 
nied by a remarkably unprepossessing daugh- 
ter, recently walked into a photographic-gal- 
lery. 

“Be you the photograph man?” she in- 
quired, wiping her spectacles and carefully ad- 
justing them to the various spurs, dips, angles 
and sinuosities of her Corinthian nose. 


“Yes, ma’am,”’ replied the artist in plate- 
glass and chemicals: “can I do anything for 
you ?” 


“No, I’m too far over the bay to waste any 
mechanical genius on me. It’s my daughter, 
Partheny here, that I wants tuk.” 

‘All right, madam; will you—” 

“Can’t you soften down her complexion a 
little, an’ tone up her nose that was broke fall- 
in’ out of a winder ?” 

“I think so,” replied the artist. 

“An’ kin yer wipe off them freckles ?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“ De you think you kin reduce those ears a 
trifle—jest a leetle ? I know Partheny-has got 
big ears, but still she ain’t no rabbit. Partheny 
is a generous girl, as ye kin see by the ears.” 

“1 think there will be no difficulty—” 

“ How about that air squint in the left optic ? 
Do yer think yer can manage that ?” 

“ Oh, yes; I can touch it up with India-ink.” 

“What particular pose do you think Par- 
theny would take best in, full-face or a side- 
show ?” 

“You mean quarter-view or a profile ?” 

“T guess I do. Yer see the photograff is 
goin’ to a young fellow what put an advertise- 
ment into a newspaper for correspondents, an’ 
Partheny ’s writin’ to him. Now you see how 
necessary it is for the picter to kinder favor 
her little blemishes. So jest go ahead an’ square 
them shoulders back a little, an’ bring the nose 
down fine, an’ rub off the freckles, an’ straighten 
the eye, an’ reduce the ears, an’ whiten the 
complexion—an’ the hair. It won’t be red in 
the picter, will it ?” 

“Oh, no. ‘There will be no color shown but 
black.” 

“That's a comfort. Gracious! Partheny, 
what would he think ef yer sent him an oil 
paintin’? taken from life! Kin I stay in the 
room ?”” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“All right. Strike an attitood, Partheny, an’ 
we’ll rope in that young man as sure as yer a 
foot high.”—San Francisco Examiner, 





Angostura Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and in- 
vigorator, imparts a delicious flavor to all drinks and cures dys- 
pepsia, diarrhoea, fever and ague. Try it, but beware of counter- 
feits. Ask your grocer ai your druggist’ for the genuine Angos- 
tura, manufactured by Dr}. . G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


wesest WILSON’ 
LIGHTNING SEWER 


housand stitches a minute. 
aheanaae first-class Sewing EWE ry thy 
world. Sentontrial. Warranted 5 years, 
Gena s for Illustrated Catalorue and Circular 
A oe, Wanted. THE WILSON SEW- 

CHINE CO., Chicago or New Yorke 









Elegant Imp. Chromo Cards, name in new script type, onl 

r0c., 13 pks. $1, or 10 pks. for $1 and choice free of hand- 
some gold ring, plain, chased, fancy or stone setting, or tortoise 
2-blade knife. SNOW & CoO., Meriaen, Ct, 





THE 


soANTLSTYLOCRAPHSs 


(HEARSONS | PATENT U.S.A.) 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a nibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
‘Ddut a true PLN with nibs, to suit all writers, It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 


Bole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS. DE LA RUE & CO 


LONDON. PARIS. & NEW YORK 































scare PIANOS xe 
Upright 


Square 
Received First Prize Centennial ot Sean 
phia, 1876. 

Received First Prize at Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882, 
The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof ofits excellence. 
SOHMER & CO.,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East i4th Street, New York. 


LYON & HEALYS 


State&Monroe Sts. Chicago 
Will send prepaid to any address their 
BAND CATALOCU 
for 1884, 140 page. t 
vings of Suits,C aps, Belts, Por 
yons, E naule ts, Cap-Lam 
tands, Drum Major's Sta 
-and Hats. Sund:y Band Outfits, Re 
airing Mater als also includes In- 
structions and Fxercises for Ama- 
tenr Bante, pad a Catalogue of 


ELEGANT 


DRESS 
MRS. THOMPSON'S 


PATENT WAVES ARE BETTER 
THAN ALL OTHERS. 
The Prees, Foreign Correspondence of 
Fashion Journala and all ladies who have 
ever used Mrs, Thompion’s Wave, unite in 
commending it as the most becoming, dresay 
, and eleganutof any aiticle of hair worn, and Im- 
f ES es parting a youthful appearance to every face. 
My? / Send for Catalogue to Mrs. C, THOMPSON 
\H7. f No, $2 East 14th Street, New York. % 



































graph Album in gilt and colors. , or both, 160, Agents 
make money! rani; Outfitand ‘Samples, 25 cents. 


4() Satin Chromo Cards, 4° w nameon1Qc, Auto- 
TON & CU., Nort 


Haven, Conn, 





Patterns ror Kensington, Ara- 
sene, and all other Embroidery. 
(0 full size working patterns, including Scollops, Braiding, 
and Kensington Strips for underwear and dress trimming, 
patterns for Clocking Stockings. Sprays of Flowers, Borders, 
Corners, &c., for Table aud Piano Covers, Lambrequins, 
Chair Backs, &c., also your own Initials for Handkerchiefs, 
Hat-bands, &c., ‘with Powder, pad and instructions, sent 
ost-paid for 69 cents—Can be used a hundred times, 
Book ot 100 Designs fur Embroidery, Braiding, etc., 25 cts. 
Our Book ** *Manual of Needlework," 100 Pages is a com- 
plete instructor in all branches of Embroidery, Knitting, 
Crocheting, Lace Making, Rug Making, &c., 35 cents; Four 
for$1.00. Allthe above for $1.00. Address 
Patten Pub. Co. 47 Barclay Street, New York 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 








Beauty ‘and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 


5 entirely New Chromo Cards, 1884, name on 10 cents. 
Prettiest ever sold. Nassau Carp Co., Nassau, N, Y. 
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BAUS PIANOS. 


ey tin aa in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. 
a 





rerooms: 26 W. 28rd =t., N. 





THE UNITED STATES 


STANDARD BILLIARD COMPANY, 





MANUFACTURERS OF 


ARTISTIC BILLIARD & POOL TABLES. 


Sole owners of the new and wonderful 


“IMPERIAL CUSEION.” 
758 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


MOET 
& 
CHANDON.......... 


GREEN SEAL (Sillery Mousseux Superieur). 
WHITE SEAL (Cremaut d’Ay blanc), 
GOLD SEAL (Grand Cremant Imperial). 

FOR SALE LVERYWHERE. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
= STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufactu-er and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





Universally 
acknowledged to be 
the purest and 
Finest 











BITTERS, 


excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
at world, ae mon ba ia, Diarrhea. Fever and Ague, «nd all 
disorders of the D gestive ns <A few drops imparts delicious, | 
to @ giass ofchampagne, and to ‘alt gong il drinks. Try {t, .n 
beware of counterfeits, Ask your gr ist for the genuino 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. B. SIEGER’ & SONS, 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 
51 PROADWAY. N. Y. 


ee 





Excite the appetite, 
SG) moderately increase 
the temperature of the 
body and jorce of the 
circulation, and give 
tone and strength to 
the aystem. They are 
the best for Cocktails. 


WM. M. LESLIE, 


87 Water Street, N.Y. 








Lovely Chromo Cards, Feet in script 10c.; 11 pks. with 
| 40: elegant Band Ring $1, Agt’s book and Ill'd Premium List 
tRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 
The earliest and most 


valuable Ras 
RVEST Bleck: 








details. The largest and best stock of 


Ss L FRUIT 
in the U. 8S. Richly Illustrated cata- 


nt, and how to get and grow Fruit 


Map) loguo, telling what to plant, how to 
pi led with useful 


rees and ee 
ation on fruit culture, 


J.T. LOVETT, “sew seusey.” 
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|A MILLION DOLLARS 


Of Insurance on the Lives of the Victims of the 


| City df Columbus” or Crested Butte Mine, 





If they had held it, could and would have been paid 
without delay or deduction, by 


(> THE TRAVELERS 


Life and Accident Insurance Co., 
OF HARTFORD, CONN. 


ANY OTHER ACCIDENT COMPANY IN AMERICA 
WOULD BE DESTROYED BY IT, OR ANYTHING LIKE IT! 


We Have a Surplus of Nearly $2,000,000 


TO MEET JUST SUCH EMERGENCIES. 


With all this Security, our rates are very low, and our Contract clear and equitable. 
Apply at once to any Agent, or the Home Office at Hartford, 


Policies of every desirable Form, 


We issue also Life 





JAMES G. BATTERSON, 


RODNEY DENNIS, Secretary. 


President. 


JOHN E. MORRIS, Asst. Secretary. 





‘WHERE shall we bury?” asks a scientific 
writer. Did you ever try the earth? That is 
considered a very appropriate place by many 
people. This practice of burying a corpse in 
an ash barrel or throwing it over the back 
fence into a neighbor’s yard can not be too 
strongly condemned.—Norrisfown Herald. 


An East Attleborough boarding-house boasts 
of a record of one hundred pies a week during 
the entire year 1883. The keeper of that board- 
ing-house must be a great favorite amongst the 
druggists of East Attleborough and the special 
pet of the doctors and undertakers. — Boston 
Transcript. 


THE Greenbackers are not all dead yet. A 
meeting of them has just been held in a Michi- 
gan town, and one of the speakers declared 
that Congress could make money out of any- 
thing—cats’ tails, if it choose. ‘This fine idea 
was received with applause.—Mew Haven Jour- 
nal, 

THE Mw England Farmer asks: ‘“‘ Who is to 
blame?”’ From the careful perusal of this morn- 
ing’s Sun we are compelled to believe that it is 
the fault of the Republican party.—Mew Fork 
Graphic. 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CoO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 


AGENT3$ WANTED to take orders for our 


LEGANT PORTRAIT 


made from small pictures of all kinds. Send 
for terms. 8. C. TALLMAN & Co. Auburn, N.Y. 


a SOUEBER), VA iE: 


SS TL STEER LL ANS AEA HA Ne RI NAR RENAE 
Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. - a UNTHer Confecti 
8 Madison St., Chicago.” 











= Print Your Own Gards'2%s 


with our $3 Printing Press, Larger sizes 
@. for circulars, &c., $8 to $75. For yours 
= or old, business or pleasure. Everything 
=a ea:y, printed directions. Send 2 stamps 

FIM for Catalogue «f pres-es, Type, Cards, 
&e., &c., to the factory. Ke'sey & Co , Meriden, Conn. 











Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
hel all, of either sex, 1o more money 
right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutelysure. Atonce address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


FULL FILE OF PUCK FOR SALE. 
Myrick, 28 Spruce Street. 





“/ owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
, and Beauty 
to the 
) CUTICURA 
> REMEDIES,’ 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady. 






ISFIGURING Humers, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor” 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the Curicura Remenigs. 

CuticurA REsoLvenT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of. impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Reautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared. from Curicura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily 

in. 

Cuticura Remepias are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Punfiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 certs; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Porrer Druc ANv CH=MICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 


¢€ Aoenold 
or le As A 


Household and Family Linens. 


Owing to the great depression in the 
Linen interest in Europe we have secured 
our importation of Linens at unusually low 
prices, and are now displaying the largest 
and most attractive stock it has ever been 
our privilege to exhibit. 


Droadevay AS 5 oth dt. 
° ¢C 


NEW YORK. 











Double E-amel Chromo Cards, Embellished in 
many beautiful colors, with name, 10c., Sample book, 
25c. STEAM CARD WORKS, West ’ Haven, Conn. 
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About sixty million copies of THE Sun have gone out of our establishment during 


the past twelve months. 


If you were to paste end to end all the columns of all THE Suns printed and sold 
last year, you would get a continuous strip of interesting information, common-sense 
wisdom, sound doctrine and sane wit long enough to reach from Printing House 
Square to the top of Mount Copernicus in the moon, then back to Printing House 
Square, and three-quarters of the way back to the moon again. 

But THE SUN is written for the inhabitants of the earth; 
gence would girdle the globe twenty-seven or twenty-eight times. 

If every buyer of a copy of THE Sun during the past year has spent only one hour 
over it, and if his wife or his grandfather has spent another hour, this newspaper in 1883 
has afforded the human race thirteen thousand years of steady reading, night and day. 


this same strip of intelli- 





It is only by little calculations like these that you can form any idea of the circu- 
lation of the most popular of American newspapers, or of its influence on the opinions 
and actions of American men and women. 

THE Sun is, and will continue to be, a newspaper which tells the truth without 
tear of consequences, which gets at the facts, no matter how much the process costs, 
which presents the news of all the world without waste of words and in the most read- 
able shape, which is working with all its heart for the cause of honest government, 
and which therefore believes that the Republican Party must go, and must go in this 
coming year of our Lord, 1884. 

If you know THE SwNn, you like it already, and you will read it with accustomed 
diligence and profit during what is sure to be the most interesting year in its history, 
If you do not yet know THE SUN, it is high time to get into the sunshine. 


Terms to Mail Subscribers: 


The several editions of THE SUN are sent by mail, postpaid, as follows: 
DAILY—50 cents a month, $6 a year; with Sunday edition, $7. 


SUNDAY—Eight pages. 


terest to everybody, and literary reviews of new books of the highest merit. 


This edition furnishes the current news of the world, special articles of exceptional in- 
$1 a year. 


WEEKLY—8]1 a year. Eight pages of the best matter of the daily issues; an Agricultural Department of unequaled 
value, special market reports, and literary, scientific and domestic intelligence, make THE WEEKLY SUN the 


newspaper for the farmer’s household. To clubs of ten with $10, an extra copy free. 
Address, 


I. W. ENGLAND, Publisher, Toe Sun, N. Y. City. 





BEHNING 


PIANOS 
Over 22,000 Nowin Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 15 E. l4th ST., N. Y. 


MUSIC BOXES 


AT REDUCED PRICES. 


Before closing our Phila. salesrooms for the season we make 
considerable reduction. By purchasing now we guarantee a sav- 
ing of from 25 to 40 per cent. Large shipment superior quality 
instrumentsjust arrived. Send 2c. stamp for circular and price list. 


C. GAUTSCHI & CO., Manufacturers, 


SAINTE CROIX, SWITZERLAND. 
SALESROOMS, 1018 CHESTNUT ST., 


Opposite the Opera PHIL ADELPHI A, P A 


House, 


FR AWSON'S (si. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 


Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible 
Theindividual wearing it will not be ‘ious of its p 
Lecture omNervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 
Sold by Drnggists. (Every Bandage\ S. E. G. RAWSON, Pateaten, 
Sent by mail safely. \ Guaranteed. ) Saratega Springs, N. Y. 


MAGIC LANTERNS 


And Stereopticons, all prices. Views illustrating every sub- 
ject for Public one &c. A PROFITABLE BUSINESS 

FOR A MAN WITH SMALL CAPITAL. Also Magic 
Lanterns for on amusement. 116-page Illustrated Ca'alogue 
free. McALLISTER, Manufg. Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. Y. 


LES. PILES. PILES. 
Cured wndeak’ knife, powder or salve. No charge until cured. Write for 
reference. DR CORKINS, 11 East Twenty-ninth Street, N. Y. 























Best TRUSS ever used. 


Improved Elastic Truss. Positively 
cures Rupture. 
Sent by mail everywhere. 
Write for full descriptive circulars 
to the 
N. Y ELASTIC TRUSS CO., 
744 Broapway, New York. 








How it startles you in the theatre, when you 
are stuffing programmes into the overshoes 
which the man just in front of you has put un- 
der his seat, so he’ll have His Satanic Majesty’s 
own time in getting them on, to think that the 
man behind you may be playing the same game 
on you.—Soston Post. 


“No,” said Bass: “I didn’t go to see the new 
building. I preferred to read the newspaper 
descriptions. ‘They were ever so much better 
than the real thing could possibly be. I always 
like to get the best there is going, you know.” 
—Boston Transcript. 

A CONTEMPORARY is taken to task by an aris- 
tocratic giver of a kettle-drum because the re- 
port of it alluded to the “swell-head waiter.” 
What the reporter wrote was the ‘‘swell head- 
waiter,’’ which is quite another thing.—Zowell 
Courter. 


WHEN a man pawns his watch he raises money 
with a patent lever.— Washington Hatchet. When 
a prisoner passes a watch in jail it is an escape- 
meant movement.—Marathon Independent. 

Our dear little elf climbed up to the shelf, 

Where a pie lay in tranquil repose; 

He came down with a whack that broke his 

sweet back— 

There’s a vacancy now in his clothes. 

— Bismarck Tribune, 





Blair’s Pills—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 
RECENT NUMBERS OF PUCK 
ARE 


NEVER OUT OF PRINT. 


If your News-dealer can not supply you with any desired (re- 
cent) copy, you may procure it by applying to the publishers or 
their General Agents, 


THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 


29 & 31 Beekman Street, New York. 











GFAN D OPERA HOUSE. 

Lessee and Manager...... eoeeeeMr. Henry E. Apsey. 

“ESMERALDA” 
With the Great Original ae Beautiful and Original Scenery from the 
Madison Square Theatre. 
Reserved Seats, (Orchestra Circle and Balcony, ) 50 Cents. 
Every Evening at 8. Matinée Saturday at 2. 
CIGARETTES 


Cloth of Gold (e 


By W. S. Kimball & Co. 








Straicut Mesu 


13 First Prize Medals. 








COLUMBIA BICYCLES 


AND 


TRICYCLES. 


THE POPULAR STEEDS OF TO-DAY. 
Send 3-cent stamp for illustrated catalogué. 
THE POPE M’F’G CO., 

597 Washington Street, Roston. 


RUPTURE 


Relievedand cured without the ey trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Kee ey New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and-photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


JOSEPH GILLOTTS 











STEEL PENS 


nt WORLO, 
1878. 


~t0BYr ALL LEAL:R AOU! 


GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION- 








itive 
or the 


Thavea 
remed 
above disease; by 
its use thousands 

of cases of the worst kind and of long standing have been ome cures. Eedood, 
so strong is my faithin Sep »thatl willeend TWO BOTT REE, 
together witha VALUABLE T ATISE on this disease, to an ig sulfone 
Give Express and P. 0. a hen DR, T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl Y 


Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
days. Nopay till Cared. 
on. J. STEPHENS, Lebanon, Uhiw 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with st ‘mp to 
H. EICKHORN, No 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


CONSUMPTION 
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